office. He could not well make it worse. She went for a
few moments into St Paul's, whose dome stands out of
the welter so bravely, as if preaching the gospel of form.
But within, St Paul's is as its surroundings - echoes and
whispers, inaudible songs, invisible mosaics, wet footmarks
crossing and recrossing the floor. Si montmentwn requiris,
ctrcumspice: it points us back to London. There was no
hope of Helen here,
Henry was unsatisfactory at first. That she had expected.
He was overjoyed to see her back from Swanage, and
slow to admit the growth of a new trouble. When they
told him of their search, he only chaffed Tibby and the
Schlegels generally, and declared that it was 'just like
Helen' to lead her relatives a dance.
* Don't ask me. Fm a plain man of business. I live and
let live. My advice to you both is, don't worry. Margaret,
you've got black marks again under your eyes. You know
that's strictly forbidden. First your aunt - then your
sister. No, we aren't going to have it Are we, Theobald?*
He rang the bell. Til give you some tea, and then you,
go straight to Ducie Street. I can't have my girl looking
as old as her husband.'
'All the same, you have not quite seen our point/ said
Tibby.
Mr Wilcox, who was in good spirits, retorted, *I don't
suppose I ever shall,' He leant back, laughing at the gifted
but ridiculous family^ while the fire flickered over the map
of Africa. Margaret motioned her brother to go on. Rather
diffident, he obeyed her.
'Margaret's point is this/ he said. *Our sister may be
mad.3
Charles, who was working in the inner room, looked
round.
*Come IB.J Charles/ said Margaret kindly. * Gould you
help us at all? We are again in trouble.*
Tin afraid I cannot What are the facts? We are all
uoad more or less, you know, in these days.*
'The facts are as follows/ replied Tibby, who had at
times a pedantic lucidity. "The facts are that she has